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THE GOOD OLD STOCK 


fes u4*ntMd y»u tbor- 
*mr rnttal tks cor- 
•11 mt tnUauey. This. Jt 
him. vm precisely the 


Some Inside Facts About, 
The Game of Literature 


ne Daskam Bacon 


they've found It out • • • Can you 
rub it?" 

"I don't know anvthinr about mas- 
sage." she said simply. "I don't think 
I'd better try. Mr. Thayer. I've never 

done it." 

"You don't know — for God's sake, 
what do you know? Are you a nurse?” 

"Of course. I'm a nurse." she said, 
smiling slightly, "but 1 never was 
taught massage, that's all; and if your 
spine Is dislocated. I certainly sha'n't 
begin on you, Mr. Thayer!" ' 

"Well, put a soft pillow under the 
small of my hack, or something — do 
you know how to do that?" he asked 
fretfully, with roving eyes. "And fe'll 
tell you something else, young woman: 
I've got the devil of a temperature and 
my head's beginning to go In case 
you don't know what a temperature is. 

I'll explain to you.” 

* * * * 

«t KNOW what it Is. Don't try to 
x talk." she said, putting a tea- 1 


"Tour certain of one." said the sur- 
geon slowly, "with a silver plate In It. 
It may be a little stiff, but It will be 
strong. About the other. Mr Higglnson, 
we're not sure. I've got some interest- 
ing prints of It, and I wont to get some 
more. It's broken, you see. and frac- 
tured. and wo'll have to have another 
operation " 

"Another?" 

"Oh. yee— didn't joigknow you'd had 
one? Tuesday Your cousin was here 
and — and a friend from — was it Buf- 
falo?" 

"Detroit." Thayer corrected briefly "I 
wish to God he'd never left It." 

"Yes. He told me about It. lie took 
it pretty hard. The poor man's got the 
measles, unfortunately, now, and can't 
see you." 

"Measles? .Tack? For heaven's sake !" 

Thayer puffed out a great spiral of 
smoke 

“I'm glad he's got something, any- 
how." he remarked, cheerfully. "It waa 


I luty. r called again: hut no voice 
■•.•In. ..I in Hi*- air. He put his hand 
fuiub.iiig to his head, and his thumb 
and Anger sank into a soft, wet hole 
somewhere behind I he ear. • 

"Mow disgusting!" he said angrily; 
.••hd n wav.- nausea .«*■■ pi over him. 
Stinging brandy tlnppi d into his 
mouth. 

"Give me that needle— -third from 
fin* r giit." s.,td the \.,ice "Don't he 
..I iii-.hr a l.mr it, please — you could 
pul a golf bill in here, yulet. there, 

my hoy— no twisting!" 

Tted-hot irons plerr*d through him. 
one. two. ihree. four — rough hands 
forced his bend back on a hard, cold 
floor. 

"My ear is bent! Stop! Wait!" he 
yelled at them, hut the irons pierced 
three timis more, and he had made 


"I tell you I don't warn* IL Tou 
heard what he said. I know, anyway. 
I sha’n't sleep, anyhow, so yen might 
as well. Make yourself comfortable — 
I'll call you.” 

"But " 

"Put your feet up and leave me 

alonel" 

She Uttered a soft, tired, snoring 
little sigh, and her head drooped. In 
the dim light the whlle_ triangle of 
her face 
over. Her 
smoothely over 


ine Lmierence De- 
tween Danish and 
Massachusetts. 


minded him. "Would vou like the 
other leg shined a little?" 

ft he had no natural gift for these 
alee adjustments of weight and pose. 


T O the Editor: The foiling letter couraged because 'h'.r manuscript 
reed, from one of mr admlrera con, es bark on ' h «m and they thin!; 
, „ to themself that the story couldn't of 

In BraZIl. Jod. explains itself. Seen no good nr the editor would of 
"Dear sir: I been reading your eat it up. ninl thev iua> as w ell give 

letters In time coin for n a — , nv up wrltelng nnd try som- thing else 

lectern ntMw cola, for a good many We „ , h _. H i, probably dirty with 

• D “ ■'Ml them very Interesting a these kind of people that would of 

specially the letters advertising that made grand authors If they hadn't of 

nu wee to a>we* a became discouraged on an t. of their 

you was to start a school of photo- , tIloranlB , dltor . b „ w hu „. 

ror pictures. I hsva always felt Ilka die them. The best rule for a new 
Rive your readers a good many hints beginner to follow la to let. get a 
in rmrfa ta . . Idear for a story and then forget the 

£ Ummr und » ,,d wrl '" , * 1 ' 
reel oomadr and ila. story out or dictate It to eomebodv 

N^W^? diubt tkeViTi that has got a good hand wrltelng 

people that cnnsldeXd the^TTiV or b * u * r »'«* on " " f "*eae new tangle 

gf?*# JS trlZr machines called a typewriter tlisi 
afford "ofokf ni^e ofYhe b Mrt^flri mak *" «» » ook *» most like print 
“ *■* h, * h Then put a good Mile on the store 


but she waa Infinitely patient at ex- 
periment and had learned to make the 
Hay changes of hta posture that 

turned Increasing torture to compara- 

gleamed more foreign than comfort, 

blue cotton blouae fitted “Where were you born?" ha In- 

broad, well-sloped qulred Idly. "It was In Massa- 

HhouUlrrs. but her brhaels were slight, chusetta, wasn't Ilf* 

Her waist was hot small. "Tea.” aha answered. 

The night closed down and every- ‘That's the main thing," ha es- 
thlng waa aUlL Very little street traf- eared her comfortably. “If you can’t 
fle came that way. Pain bored Into masago that, try Virginia, I always 
his legs and ground hla back. »ay." 

"By this time tomorrow It will ha "Mr father was RnRllSb," aba added, 

over." hd muttered. It seemed that he “Was ha a doctor?® 

smelled ether suddenly— "Ha was a captain fa the Army." 

"Tou have to keep your head, you "Ah. yaal Then yoa are really not 
know — you can always have that depe an American at all. are yon?" 

‘My people are all dead," aha said. 


an after-dinner Scotch -and 
your hand and a purring lui 
at your knees, you know ho’ 
Higglnson was feeling that 
He liked a steak and a b 
tato and fried eggplant, an. 
eaten them for his dinner, 
a good day's work, and he 
it. He liked to get to bed b 
and hr was going to. 

"You know, old man. ' he 
Kim the terrier, “it's going 
hard evening to beat— this o 
Kim nodded soberly He 
so. hims. lf. though lie did i 
rule, care for bed at eleven, 
loved Thayer Higglnson. 

As Thayer sunk back- 
comfortably for his glass, 
roved appreciatively oyer 
of his silting room. 

Durer engravings 
prize money into; 
ly old family c! 
there were t 
from th- - 

been so generous with 
"Take them along, 
furnish your room i... 
of your old days. 

. Yes. It was a 
lovable place; 
man to live v. ... 

He opened his 
smiled at the delightful major 
frontispiece, and sipping, began. 

"One fine morning in the MU tam 
don season. May Arthur Pendennls 
came over from his lodfflnpr#. accord- 
mg to custom, to breakfast at a cer- 
tafn club in Pall Mall of which he 
was a chief ornament. • 

Three loud nnd hearty bangs on 
the door brought Kim !° 

his feet and his masterclappnfl-to 
the hook with a scowl. He strolled 
through his tiny entrance hall and 
opened the door very 
thus bringing forth three more hearts 
hangs from his Impatient guest 

■There, there'" he urged. •»» 
go at that, wron't you. I m here. 
What do you— oh. It's you. 

-It certainly if. agreed the au 

thor of the banging: ®?!i*illdder 

lliggy. old pet! I horr you re gladder 
tfem vou look! Here I aim all tjj* 
wav from Detroit! Merry 
and happy birthday and thing. 

Well wel well! Evenings at home! 
The 'bachelor chez lui! F or lieaven . 
sake, is this the best yon can do. 


Hater, when a little blue light bii 
j pour In. he called the nurse sef 
"Wake up. now — they're com 


'I koJW." 

Bbs shoek her head, remamherlag. 

"Once, when I was Juet beginning. 1 
heard two of thorn laughing la the 
mate rally ward. AstoaUy— *t waa a 
poor CTnaiah woman — they laughed! 

"I waa furious — It waa all new to 
me. 

-"'Tou atop that thla moment, or 1 11 
leave!' — I nearly hit the oeUIng! 

"And then they I>mhel1 at me. 

“ TU go— I'D break my training! I'll 
not atay here!* X ear named at them. 

To laugh at a woman — that way ' " 

'I know, Ira Uke medical students." 
he said, gnntly. "They aeecn toe bru- 
tal to beXlewa And yet doctors. » a 
rale, are the kind eat of men. dent 
you think?" 

She nodded. 

"Ton know," Thayer went on. half to 
her. half to hlaaelt "1 worked it ail 
out. after I loft the whole shop. I 
think Ife this way, Mies Waehburn. 
U yon don't coarsen up a bit and 
laugh and maka horrible Jokee. you 
couldn't stand It— you know. Ton'll 
go off your hood with It all. 
Ton hove to grow an extra skill. If 
yon didn't kick those bodies around 
couldn't stand ’em. probably. 
_ ve got to choose between ob- 
scenity and — Insanity, more or 
less. And, of course, a healthy yonng 
cub ohoosea obscenity. It would be 
too ghastly " 


reaching 
. his eye 

the walla 

n' There were the 
he had put his first 
. there was the love- 
lock from Dedham, 
the mellow-backed books 
old library lila father had 

Thay: they'll 
and remind you 
_. mnny boy'" 
nice place, a livable. 
,.. the only way for a 
who wasn't married. 

hook carefully. 

in the 


"Good work." he answered; hut he 
knew, now, that there waa no chance 
for It. It had become clear to him 
that there must be just so many 
people — Just no many — and he won one 
of them. Well, why not? Thank God. 
there was nobody to hurt. now. 

"Mother would have been awfully 
cut up." he mused, "she was so darned 


WV 4H ¥ mV.- “ •. £ 'I •• 'Straight and clean for eight gen- 
BtJ , ? | erations. Thay. dear. Remember, it’s i _ on 

PaB ,/ » am good stock, sonbaby. You'll never spoil | y ou - 

M ' V# "Th-v're so sweet and funny, women. 

SF • * ' • mJ, f. ;■ when they try to keep you deo-ai." 

W - ■ 1 ojM he thought. "It must be awfully hard 

If. m f.-r them, sometimes. Gosh, wasn't she 

f fmloos when Cousin Elwood Ames 

' # lE Mfci . ■> ~ B married that livery-stable girl! I can 

; "Take It easy — breathe naturally — 

St - take your time.” said one of the 

Sal ghouls. -Where'S that nurse gone? 
li Oh. here you are. Miss Washburn — 

take tills pulse, please " 

H. ■ : '*• Coder her pale hair her gray eyes 

v smiled kindly at him. She had a faint 

r ; ■'■■■ ' color, now: she looked rested. 

JB ■ JwBulJ , "Washburn — that's a good Matsachti- 

setts name." he pondered. "Queer 
' Scandinavian effect — no national type. 

tm really, over here — good thoroughbred 

hands the has— I'm glad It's she. and 
W •; not that Jewm»-j-tyelk where 

; & He opened his eyes on the round red 

< : : : sun shining through the mlsts'at sea. 

: 1 Ma , ta ,nd salts were there— but they 

melted into white curtains. He was in 
IRK MINE/’ his bed. 

— - . . — — ■ ■ . - "Hello, old scout! How goea ltT* 

This was Ames Higglnson, speaking 

' h ' j'u^so* “^ d ^^£pSi^ y W “Dh ^ V Cs ° Am esyT ° ^HeHo, thers! All ^ e ' T, a - nd - ?* opl ! 

° U; Vow n abJ,u e t tae‘ l righT^ r MrZ r “' ht ' ss I know. (Mustn't give * WtJk M Jathif you dfin t 

glribon" ? H^g taero's a chin” for ft. ‘‘^rt^MlivTman rides 'SS* “ , £ T0U d0n,t m ‘“ d 

I r€»allv do*' a cared. Be a eport. Mwy a man rides . Thay 

Thayer's hands were very wet.. and a , wl,h one Mighty "Why not let It go at *Thay? 

slipped about among themselves. He nice of *»u to see me through asked. "It would oave so much time. 

realized then, that he hadn't expected it, "Shut up. Thay. I'm only In for a 'Mr.— Thay— Mr.— Higglnson takes so 
although he thought he had, curiously second, to tell you the good news. Iona!" , 

enough. (But in the end. It le not we I'll come back lator. Logs are all T°u re very clever, she answered, 
who lose our -leg*, you *eo— it Is the right. Thay. Couple of months, and 3»«t TJWJO awfully childish, Mr — 

other people). you'll be hopping about." 3 l *!? n . BO, U. Fi" * ar RT , “* mt y °“' 

"About how much of a chance?" ha “Tou mean the*rlght leg " Sr^*£ihiMT ,,, i*'I^?eJiiv «*" •«»»»*. 

Up SSSar- 

plates, but you're good as new. Now you realise that I can wiggle my toes 

* * * * you're supposed to take a nap or —and feel them?) And If you'd rather 

<« a BOUT what per cent?" something. We Just wanted you to I didn’t propose to you, of course, I 

A ..nr„ know." won’t. I never propose to propl<- 

. ... V, . *" ® 8urK * on Pourad Thayer closed his eyes, fumbled for who’d rather I didn't. Only, It's the 

out his lips, studied some large liver- th , *heet. nnd palled it over his head, only way I know of finding out 
colored photographs, glanced at Thay- After a few minutes a slow, terrible whether or not you'll marry mo. Sup- 
er. and did a few five-fingered exer- doubt erept up like a mist In him — If PoSe we consider It done Shall we. 
cises on the arm of hi s ihiir. it should be a lie? If they had cut It' 8h o * n ■l‘*" co ' ,_A, LL 1 *** 

"Fully 30 per cent. lets say." he nff and he wasn't supposed to bo “£**•*• wl1 ’ 1 * Plnmp from 

sold. "Yes. 23 or 30 per cent. It able to bear the shock? Probably I 
splintered badly." they always lied to you. 

, , . He twisted uneasily and groaned and 

... ii. i j \ eg ' °* course, the doc- hi B hand slipped out from undsr tbsi 
tor attended to on the spot, practi- 
cally. And your head. He ran you 
down, you know. Thompson." 

"Rather witty of me ts pick out a 
doctor, wasn't It?" 

''Distinctly witty. I should say. Mr. 


••THE EDITOR’S IROTHBR-H-LAW.* 

nice length of stories and etc. and 
couldn't dig up the price witch Is de- 


manded by the correspondents schools a i onr wlth the manusrrip! :ind hai 
for tuition and etc. It seems to me hjm th , letter tha , your . stoi i 

like you are well qualiflod to learn , B Q , nd fhe eldtor a if 
people the art of story wrltelng even ,i on l accept because you have goi 
better than other kinds of wrltelng lot of friend8 u,a t will atop their sul. 
because I once read a story of yours sioription If that story comes ba* U 
in a magazine witch you must of been kind 0 f letters makes a editor 

the editor's brother in law but still thlnk twice and they tell me that eve , 
and all it was printed and you prob- a aul h 0 r like Irving R. Cohl. dot. • 
ably got payed for name witch is more never think of sending in a mss wni 
than you can say in regards to your out getting somebody down In Wash- 
efforts at photo plays. So will you be | nB ton to write and tell the editor 
nt of doctors 'that marry nurses? so kind and open up a coarse In short w j , ere he will head in at If thej 

chum Of ml... Id the old day., had ^VhesY cols* ^ seats' "and get a squa, 

lat all worked out: his statistics principals is that makes a successful Ttt»r vnfir stLrv° l! sroto A 

ers more reliable than hts anatomy, short story fiction writer and I am 'the^vrrltelnc Itself a good man' 
.or old Joe!" only 1 of thousands that will be in- i" < L e _ i *”“ ln f * 1I ‘. t ^“ - b J£Wtb5v 

She smiled. teresfod and maybe subscribe to your ^ "and write thelr story wiMout th- 

"I suppose all your patients propose school. utmnsnhere to work In I can’t 

youf he suggested casually. The writer of the above Is not only „n ^hfo subject as 

She Inclined her pate head. party that has came to me with re- Afferent Authors demands different 

"Usually." she said; "but I don't quests along the same lines and it be- workln - conditions For Inst, thev 

Ind. It never makes sny difference gins to look like I would be doing a Rupert M. Hughes can't write a 

1 me. public service was I to comply with , in . unlest the water is running In 

"Wouldn't it. If I dldr said Thayer, their requests along these lines. But {”* e ® ba " h lub and jf an nle Hurst won t 

8s never lifted her eyes from her these kind of schools_coaU money to a "® eB1 p t work without the room is 

-i- ■ . _ - full or sardine cans where as when 

away their money on experiments the editor wan ts a story out of Mrs 
she when coal costs *16-0® *** *f?' b *3 Rinehart they get somebody to stand 

Mr. and get It, so It seems like the beat a(|d ^ a rubber band at her neck 

scheme would be for me to tfy and p ersonly j never fee! comfortable at 

he write a faw wo^ about story write Mjr deak un)eBt they's a dosen larg- 
ng witch would * ,T * hubHcmy ra 5 U4)arkcd on mjr tv These inst. will 
Idears of some a " < L7n*» 'fhlfif and* If ** v « y° u • ide ‘ r of how <MMrent tem- 
am capable of learning them and ir ^^nato effects different writers but. 
they s a sufficient No- of as I say. each writer has to chose for 

companyed by the writers premly to tken)Se |f what tempermunt to have 
take up ray coarse sands small elwck and , mlsbt advise you to try write - 
to ffttorantas > s— so. w hy I vrill try | lng ln a public garage whereas you 
and add a Action wrltelng •‘-**®®* l might do your best work netting In a 
my all ready large list of « d « ea «« n | e e! trap. 

'(Do I Institutes. . Next wk. I will try and write a out- 

Tn the first place the aTornffe P«m | i ln( 0 f a model short story showing 
has got a magaslne editor all wrong , tbe technics and etc. and we will see 
witch they usually are. They think | , f tbey - B enough Interest In my meth- 
he Is a man that will give everynocy ^ to warran t me opening up a new 
a equate deal where as the most <»* i school. RING W. GARDNER 

them lets their pefsonal feelings and * i^, ne s island, November 12. 
tempermunt get the best of them. For | 

Inst, a new beginner is libel to be dis- .Cepyrifhi. 1920. by the Bell gyndlcste. lsr > 


HE flashed a deep look at him, and 
her eyes were nearly black. 

"I see what you mean," she said. 


he mused, 


iijT was good enougn to 
minutes ago." said Th 
edly. 

"You always were the i 
pitality. and none know 
iban John Todd Jackson, 
assured him. fervently, 
urge me. I will take of 
coat and wait while you 
clothes. C-'- ?- “ w * 

here. • 


cban ge your 

But don't be too " 

1 OOk * M -atA Tkawso 

^SS'"JnSher% nn tonK y -snd ,n y"o°u “BE AltTTHlNOr M» PAHA “AS LORD AP TOP 

might as well know It flrjt 

Why don't you stay in Detroit- n ■ Lord, ye*. he*s got the number! Dr. spoon filled with water to hla hot 

your home. Isn't It?" . Thompson. Man stopped dead In his Hpa. 

"Nobody stays In Detroit. JO ““ own tracks — lost his bead, apparently “All right. Perhaps you learned 

answered amiably, “that's what It a — be may and be mly no t. *i r . We about delirium, too. Because I'm ga- 
tor. But I don't see why you float q,,, te n better, later. Thank you. >ng to be dellrloua shortly. Please 

live there— or anywhere, for that mat- offleor." Isten to me. eo you can tell the doctor, 

ter — If this Is the kind of thing you Suddenly they were moving along. Tell him about my spine. Jack knows 

like to do. Tou make me tired. "How goes It. sport?" said a new ray address, of course. Remind him 

“It Is the kind of thing I like to do. trolce. "All In?" to notify them at the office, and If I 

and you can go to tho devil, said “There was an accident,” said Thayer really am smashed send lor nty cousin. 
Thayer, obstinately. "I had to go to gr^ely. "I'm likely to faint, about Amee Higglnson— Porter. Higglnson A 

Harvard with you. John, but that was now Queer— queer " Fayerweather. Boston. Got that?" 

my misfortune — not my Molt- I do ••Well, why don't youT' sold the votes. ref.” she nooded pacifically, 

not havo to go anywhere else with philosophically. "No harm In fainting. . “And 1 11 have to aea Jack * * 

vou Go ana find somebody from her go'" 1 cant understand why that man 

Kansas City or Buffalo, and Join their g,, ttlls Ums he must have spoken. ■ m * d « such a row over my legs when 

merry sports." _____ 'Tm not dead, anyhow," he thought ; I my spl»« * * * ob . well • • • 

“Tou’re a merry sport, aron/t your but n^yb,, j wllf — people do " you know this Is hurting a .little too 

Mr. Jackson Interrupted, coldly, lung - - -- - - — • • • • •'•--v ri —' r " K - - 

Ing cleverly at the volume In his 
host's hand and dislodging It Ten- 
dennls’! My God! Came to New York 
to read 'Pendennls.* did youT* 

“You talk about that to the Kansas 
City lad. Johnny." said Thayer, firmly. 

■1 suppose you're going to see some 

hem.” John sn- 
••Now, Hlggy. 


anywhere tonight, 


^ iny-baTO* w111*you* 

»ke that. Death come, to o.hero-not ^ ,£f. 

And while he meditated on this and oh H , "* h 2,*J ,1 ! h V 1 1 8 * * J 

^^tCX^Tw.re^ot^o^'tl^ th?t* W nu£U d^n't^ear chaZi. 
embarked Into an'elevator. and sudden- y? ““ a not r *“* t n, « in * her to 

L y ni, J ,r n .^&t'. b^l r warned*her’ « 

wS," l^whita uniform '^rho’^leaned troke'^ emer * ency - nev ' 8r your 
sideways ln an armchair beside his bed. gh . hi h d 

hol^d ro„ a nd a^rou^wUh rom.mbe^^Drlnk this” -he 

5? -A- r ^“,“ d ' sail, out of a haze. 

rou 'r» only humoring me: don't 
and dark think I don't know it," he assured her. 

anleep. His legs ached violently and the BirnDlv talk this wav because I 

to^ovo wi8h to ““ I know where I am. all right, 
his back, but ho did not ncod to move But u a tra | ned nurBl . you're a Jr.ke. 

hie head to find 5 °^ h ® was In a you know A1) j 8ay lB if you pay 

private room in a hospital and that a for a trafflc 8qund why not pay 80 me 
trained nurse was sleeping beside him. attention to them"" 

His mind felt particularly clear and And then a deUcioui muBKy unC er- 
ocUve ; he was ®*«^raely anxious to talDty rfept up and over him. as if a 
know how badly and how permanently Bea D f wa rm glue Should rise from 
he had been injured; he resented Johns ank j e to kn88i from knee to hip. He 
* be 5 e „ nt> doct ” r , took great clumsy, swaying sters 

tend to him . What t.me was it? What through this glue, and sometimes 
an inefficient method of handling his th8y w8re not 8t8p8- but tboUKhtB and 

. anyway! What did that woman words, so that hs laughed at the en- 

thlnk .-he was do ng? . tanglement, and sometimes he was 

He essayed a slight cough ; beyond SR actually swimming, but only in his 

excruciating twinge at the baae of hia m i nd $ or b | 8 | 8 g 8 were bound and 
skull this produced no result* He burning In plaster ^asts. For a long 
groaned tentatively ; though lees pain- time hs knew great pain. • • • 
ful. it was quite as lneffsctive ; ths nurss A t last he sat up In bed. gaunt and 

_ « _ gray-faced, and looked around the 

!" he burst out angrily, room with a clear, tired mind. 

...» ' . “Bo that part s over," he said. "And 

The nurse stirred, raised her Itafid to no w, nurse, what's the damage?" 


■ now -You can ring. If what shall we do? She'll never get 
nythlng." over It- « ,r ® you a day to make 

r alone in the room, star- up your mind.' 

[yull. ' DoT he said to me. ‘Good God. 

*' s * * Jack, a'hat can we doT 

•"We can do this.' I said, *we can 
later the keen-faced old give her another, in Its place. There'** 
> faced him. blue-!* baby. Just born, left this mornlnc 
. h . thin in 81. Vincent's ecreche — a beautiful 
rapped about thin he8|thJr boy M W88 . wrapped In a 

er and pattea nis b i anke t and a bit of paper pinned to 
the blanket aatd: 

hav very hard.” he "This child's parents are dead. 
Pray for their souls." 

“ 'Not another sign nor word.' 

_ . •' ‘It I take that child tonight and 

e ifa an of guarantee to place It, St. Vincent's 

-mother fed It will give it to me. 

'■'If I place it beside yonr wlf# to- 
studied the drawn morrow mornlnga nobody but you and 
me and Miss Fayerwether will ever 
ire, Thay,” he know it in the world, and It Miss 
sve you'll do Fayerwether had wanted to put me 
a hundroa le in state's prison half a dozen times, 
ibis of acting 8be cou j d have dona It before now.' 

•jTfever!' he spluttered at me. and I 

hey he* Va UL “'-That's 111 right, Jock. let's say no 
nsy. ne sain. Mor< . about lt _. 

'“Do yon think ahsTI filer ha Bald. 
i«fcy and I sold. 

e John." " 'Probably net. But I won't guar- 

ick. They?” .antes anything further.’ 
tbe room and) "This child.' he began, and I said, 
old. wise eyes speaking very short: 

"The child’s a magnificent speci- 
fic declared men . 

"So he went off by himself for jt' 
|] fine figure* couple of hours and came bock and 
j fold me to arrange it. And I arranged 
) It. And that’s why I sold I never 
n hint about knew your mother. Thay." 
one?” Thayer wet hla lips. 

ileh." "My mother knew f 

ber her well. "Never. We Chooght of It from 
A fine girl. I time to time, but we always decided 
not. 8he was perfectly happy. What 


” -WellT' he urged patiently. “It's 
your move, len’t ItT' 

•1 wish you wouldn't." she begged. 

sheet; a warm, strong hand met and j ^"WeuTi didn’t, did 1? Take your 

time, anyway. I have te. heaven 
knows! Only, my dear girl, although 
there's no reason why you should pro- 
woman. Just because ehe 
| hoRnene to be a nurse (and I've 
lots of nurses and never 
dreamed of proposing to one — hon- 
estly!) surely there's no reason why 
you Bh-uldn't. Just because she's one! 

Be reasonable. It's not your nurse- 
neRs — it's your, your you-ness!" 

"You koow nothing about me, 
said. 

■ That's not quits true. 

the surgeon told him steadily. Ms Ryes fixed on hers. - 
■you’re a very Interest- j iwed In this room with you for nearly 
Your leg’s going into a month. And Tm not a fool, 
print." . an educated woman, obviously. 

"Well, well" said Thayer, comfort- you come of 

ahlv I'm coDOlfM-, — _ 

He was shaved and bathed and he thing And I happsn to have fallen 
had his own pajamas and handker- ,n .J2?.. a l 8 T 8 ^d "youhappen to 
chief* Somebody had sent In * liuie jSv. wlth me." 

orange tree In a green pot and Mies ghs com! to the bed and stood by 
Washburn was minding his dressing- h ," n * 

gown. "Your— I think *t Is your old gofi- "Hh» hasn't said 

"Double and single fracture, you see. father who Is coming at **" she "Does she love ! 

! and we have both tibia and fibula ln* asked. Thayer glanced 

volved." "Uncle John — yes." he answered. "1 -cowled, then me' 

-Ah!" said Thayer. want him to meet you." defiantly. 

'•You see. with complete rupture of "I hsve nursed for him." rte sslfi. T— I—T®?. * h « ® 
the Internal lateral ligament— but I "Everybody knows Dr. Jo hn Went worth. 'TYliat s he r, not 

Mr n ' , H k s; f o^" eftn ’ much to you ' as? . m JW asisr iff wWw 

M " 8 uro^S:°es " said Thayer. "I wan Sgilt^ ^.tta'l? 

i explaining It to this alleged nurse. benTfo'/aHUta while, rm tired. I'd '^Curious Bcand 
! h *J*- . ^ rather you didn't talk to me. now— her. Isn't it? Ths 

; He passed over to the Surgeon a ril come bock. There'll be no dlf- "Her mother w* 

i rough sketch of a skeleton. "About ference If you wish roe. while you "Ah. yes! I r 

j like this, wasn't It*’ a uy here." She's nurs«£ for 

! "But I thought you were a business "if I wish you — should say." 
i man?" said the surgeon amaced. "Walt” she said. Thayer groanea 

They looked straight at each other "But you re tl. . 

"Advertising.'' he answered briefly, and both were very pile. children, aren t you. boy. Like your 

! "Two years of medical, but T wasn't "Capt. Washburn was an English mother. I know. 

good for It. Never lost my Interest, offlesr," abe began. "He was a Surrey "Unole John, can you say tnat my 
though. Anatomy, specially." man. My mother was a Danish dancer mother hadn t the right to urge me 

"Then you'll enjoy these Y-rays." of ths Royal Opera Company at Copen- to make my child at least aa — aa 

sold the surgeon, with enthusiasm, hagen. I don't remember her at all certain as hers waa that 

"Ilere'e the plate— see. and tho because she ran awayjrhen I was a The old man unclasped bis knees 

screws— four of 'em." baby. She died a few years later, abruptly. _ 

"Very pretty." Thayer commented My father waa always vsry harsh * i never knew your mother. Thay. 
appreciatively. "Do you think they with me and so strlot that I was prac- he said. 

can epok eggplant In this hospital?" tloally a prisoner at borne, so that I “Tou? Nonsense, Uncle John, you 
"It'll hurt, you know, from time to couldn’t hear It and ran away myself, knew her as well as anybody in this 
time ' warned the surgeon. I told him that I was going to, ua- world! What do you mean?" 

Oh, well •• Thayer smiled at less he would promise to he ltlad and **j mean that I never saw your 

‘T*®. taught her how to fair 'o me. and than he told me that mother." 

R— 1 can t have the other one i was not his child at all;" Thayer scowled and leaned forward. 

£ n k h- 1 .. h , V 3ar * 1 ‘Tlsass qlt down.” said Thayer sud- winced and sank back. 

2n?*?, e ,hI * ® B *' oan l Ir denly. "This damned leg " he mattered 

"She"dn^> h t t w * **" She pat eut her hand and sat quick- -what do you mean. airT" 

least fh. L k .„'. w "»««*. hut. *t ]y down at the foot of tha hsd. "Thay. boy.” said tho old man 

Thayer “» «hlnk I will." She said. quietly; "your father told me thirty— 

dennla ; KiV.ihtaiS that ¥en ' "He showed me Ms marriage eer- „ hat ,, rt— four?— five?— yes. five? 

"Don't let - tlflcate and my birth registration. He thirty -tire years ago. to uao my Judg- 

saldfbe had no idea, who my father was. He — en t in th la matter, and I'm going 


owered. coaxlngly. 
my dear. It stands to reason that's 
what you do In New York— doesnt 
ItT' 

•It stands to reason that’s what you 
do." countered Thayer, "because you're 
from Detroit. No, I live her*, and I 
don't have to— I can stay at home. 

Mr. Jackson sank heavily Into the 
brown leather chair and swallowed 
the Scotch-and-soda absently. 

"Ob. well." he sold. "If that’s tha way 
vou feel about It. IT1 stay, of course. 

Will you read to me. or shall 1 read 
to you?" . . . 

At that hie host roae, cursing, and 
dashed to his bedroom. Mr. Jackson 
smiled at tbe fire and pulled Kim's 
ears till his master flounced back in 
a dinner coat, pulled on an ulster. ! absence, 
lighted a cigarette and put out the 
lamps Hla longing eyes swept over 
the cosy room, doubly alluring ln the | core, 
dying firelight, as he followed the tri- 
umphant John put of the door. He 
never slept in those rooms again. 

It was at 59th street that Thayer be- 
gan an Irritated lecture on the care- 
less and untechnlcal methods of cross- 
ing our congested avenues practiced slept on. 

by file friend. John, liberated from 'Good gracious _. 

the cautions of home life, pranced "this is too tdtotlet’ . "8o that part's over." he said. "And 

across streets, dodged motors. Insulted The nurse stirred, raised her naad t* now. nurse, what's the damage?" 
truck drivers and pirouetted around her head Rigurly. blinked and aat up. "I'm afraid I can't tell you. Mr. 

disgusted truffle policemen. "Did you want anything . the asked. Thayer." she answered. "I've just 

“Borne one of these gny evenings yon yawning. come on. Your nurse Is off duty Just 

won't get to Detroit, vou know." "I wanted you to^wske up.' said now. I'm a special." 

Thayer scolded, looking warllv to left Thayer bluntly. "I can't seem to move. "For heaven's sake. It's you?' he 
and right with the practiced vertebral Are my legs In coats? How bod are the said. "Have you been studying nura- 
twtstlngs of the New Yorker. There's breaker - _____ ln» lately, by any chance? Did you 

a way fo do this, vou know. Jack, and The nurse essayed again to straighten find out what the spine IsT’ 
a wny not to. Look out. there!" her absurd little cap. but only succeeded "I always knew what It was" she 

He stepped back to give a nearing m pushing It farther over her ear; she assured him. gravely, 
trnek plenty of play, utterly failed to 81 hi blinked. . "Oh! Can you take a tempera- 

nee a sudden taxicab whirling around ■•! — I wouldn't try to move.” she ture?' 

the corner, felt a quick blow on his ^d doubtfully. "Just lie still. Shall 1 **| aan _ Mr. Thayer." 

knee, and found himself rising In the 1 ge t you a drink?" _ . , "Good work. Think you're going 

air with his legs thrown out like a I "No." ho answered brusquely "I t 0 like nursing?" 

Jumping Jack. Several seconds later. ! want to know what Is the matter with *i haven't made up my mind.” she 
apparently, he descended to the street me •• said seriously, but her gray eyes 

level with a violent erash, hitting the ! * 

back of his head heavily. All traffic ] 
seemed to stop Instantly: several bells , 
rang sharply: whistles blew. I 

He lay. bent at curious angles which 
be was unable to adjust, alone ln the t 
middle of the street. John, who had 
skipped nlmhlv across ahead of Mm. . 
had skipped out of his life. It ap- ! 
peared No one spoke to him. 

"There's been an accident." he Bald. I 
aloud, and very clearly. "Anybody \ 
hurt?" j 

"Lis still, sir." and some one he 
eould not see squatted near him. 

"Right across to the drug store. I 
guess, doctor? T wouldn't risk lifting 
him Into the machine. Easy, now — 

J ust go limp, sir — well manage It. 

Inrt you?" 

"Yes. It does. My leg’s broken." 


held It firmly. 

"It's great. Isn't ItT' said Miss wash* 
burn. "I'm ao glad." 

"It's not true. Is It?*' he demanded, j pose to a 
muffled etlll. "Did they amputate?' ‘ 

"Good gracious, no!" she said In a | known 
matter-of-fact voice. ‘The doctor gave 
you two month* but he said It might 
be less than that — five weeks, he said, 
perhaps." 

"You feel like a fool," he muttered, 
gripping her hand. 

"I know." she said. 

"You know*.' 
that evening. 

Ing young man. 


•Id. gently. "It takes It out of you. 

•Tou 1 understand. Uncle John, don't 
you? It isn't only m^ *• - “ 
she them, back behind me — 
into me. eo!” 

he answered Dr. Wentworth 

•Tve face against the pillow. 

V "You're a queer mixtt 
You're -aid, slowly. 'I beiu 

and wbat not one man ln 

ood stock. So far aa ^ood for; you are capi 
that’s the principal on your principles. 


a very efficient person. Mr. Hlggln- 
son." 

'That'e what I'm always telling them 
at the office." said Thayer, modestly. 
"But you know how people are — 
well, when’re you going to operate?" 

'That's the stuff!" said the surgeon. 

He had fallen Into a dose, late In 
the afternoon, and when he woke, 
asking for a drink, the brisk, dark- 


S HE rose and stood by him. smooth- 
ing down the sheet with a Slim, 
long-fingered hand. 

•It's all right." she said, kindly 
enough, though she did not smile. 
"You're doing very well. Mr. — Mr 
Thayer. Really, very well, the doctor 
said. He'll look in again later. Only 


"Does it ache! See here, nurse, you 
know what happened to me. don't you? 
Tou know as well as I do " 

"I don't know anything at all about 
it. Mr. Thayer." she said quietly. ‘Tm 
only speclallng you." 

"You don't know " he gasped, and 

glared helplessly at her. 

"Do you mean to say you don't know 
whether I've got appendicitis or — or 
i mumps?" 

"1 don't think you've got mumps." she 
answered gravely, "but I've Just come 
[on the case. I'm a special." 


uttYs alive, at any rate. All ready; 

* one. two, three' All right, we've 
got you!" „ 

Tie sailed through the air. More 
bells rang. 

'That's the man that run him down 
— him snd his showfer — pick up hia 
!ia'~ done for. 1 guess — take his num- 
ber — no. he talked 1 heard him — this 
way. doctor, this way'" 

“I'm In an accident." Thayer said 
in himself. "Dam It all. 1 ajn the 
accident'" 

"Right out on the floor." said some- 
body "Oh, yes. he's hresthlng, all 
right Leg's out. We’ll put It back 
before he comes to." 

"But I am to! Let me alone!" 
Thayer called, or thought he called. 
But there seemed to come no sound 
out of his chest. 

"Give me a brace behind. Nolan. 
Jl'.'d his shoulders, somebody — there!" 

His left leg pulled violently away 
from his body: there was a sickening 
crunch somewhere, a snap, and a 
sharp pain in his foot. 

"Fractured, at that!" said the voice 
testily. "Let's have a look at the 

head, row." 

"loo let my bead aJoaa. will yowl" 


‘Poor? Uncle John rspaated. sharp 


I 



